THOMAS  DEKKER

O sweet content, O sweet, O sweet content.

Work apace, apace, apace, apace;

Honest labour bears a lovely face;
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny!

Canst drink the waters of the crisped spring ?

O sweet content.
Swimm'st thou in wealth, yet sink'st in thine own tears?

O punishment.

Then he that patiently want's burden bears,
No burden bears, but is a king, a king,
O sweet content, O sweet, O sweet content.
Work apace, apace, apace, apace;
Honest labour bears a lovely face;
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny!

T. DEKKER

From Patient Grissell, 1603

Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,
Smiles awake you when you rise;
Sleep pretty wantons do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby;
Rock them, rock them, lullaby,

Care is heavy, therefore sleep you;
You are care, and care must keep you;
Sleep pretty wantons, do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby;
Rock them, rock them, lullaby,

T. DEKKER

From Patient Grissell, 1603
Beauty arise! show forth thy glorious shining.
Thine eyes feed love, for them he standeth pining,
Honour and youth attend to do their duty
To thee, their only sovereign beauty.